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WRITTEN ABOUT 1SW. 

By Hon. W*. D. Lewis. af Philadelphia, and first published in the Am namber of the PhUadelphla 
Evening Bulletin. 


SubHmest courser of the plain,’ 

Whom toil can neither daunt, nor tire, 

Onward thou bear’st thy lengthened train, 

With Iron nerves and lungs of Fire. 

Boldest exploit of daring man, 

Whose restless and impatient mind, 

Infringes Nature’s general plan. 

And leaves with thee the Winds behind. 

No match for thee in airy race, 

The Eagle, borne on sounding wings, 

Envying he views thy Lightning pace, 

Most wondrous of Earth’s wondrous things. 

As some bright Meteor of the sky, 

Or some unsphered and shooting star, 

Thou, Locomotive, seems to fly, 

Beheld by dazzled eyes afar. 

Science and skill their aid impart, 

Trained, hills to level, valleys rear, 

Thy pathway smoothed by laboring art, 

To urge thee in thy swift career. 

On then, Majestic, Mighty Steed, 

Speed thy fast flight from clime to clime. 

To thee, the glorious task decreed, 

To cancel Space, to vanquish Time. 
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After things settle out a little maybe we can get togetner near 
end of September before I start the proposal or in October after I f: 
it. You choose the place. My suggestion is for a day or two. From 
experience you realize that two or three hours might not work, since 
the time X mumble, step on both my feet, drop anything that I pick u] 
and twist my handkerchief into rags and you clear your throat and we 
discuss the weather and esoteric trivia a few hours will be gone. 

In keeping with my perverse sense of whatever, I have included 
with this serious note a cartoon from the N.Y. Post. 


Everytime the image of Nochlm and her aani 
into my head I chuckle. Maybe she'll be ti 
A Mrs. Fields (the only chocolate chip cool 
especially the white chocolate with Macad; 
Steve's homemade icecream. The trials tha 
faith of the diciples will be a piece of 
is willing (maybe) but the flesh will not, 


NEW YORK POST, \ TUESDAY.; MAY 28; 1985 


Goodby, Edgar. I'm leaving you. I've just got to get this Madonna thing out of my system. 










